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And in war-tide   had   gripped  the   kindred   of

Grendel,

The loathly of kindreds; nor was that the least
Of hand-meetings, wherein erst was Hygelac slain,
Sithence the Geats* king in the onrush of battle,
The lord-friend of the folks, down away in the

Frieslands,

The offspring of Hrethel, died, drunken of sword-
drinks,

All beaten of bill.    Thence Beowulf came forth
By his own craft forsooth, dreed the work of the

swimming;

He had on his arm, he all alone, thirty           2360

Of war-gears, when he to the holm went adown.
Then nowise the Hetware needed to joy them
Over the foot-war, wherein forth against him
They bore the war-linden: few went back again
From that wolf of the battle to wend to their

homes.
O'erswam then the waters* round Ecgtheow's

son,
Came all wretched and byrd-alone back to his

people,
Whereas offered him Hygd then the kingdom and

hoard,
The rings and the king-stool: trowed naught in

the child,